-Dear Howard, 

Whan I thought ol’ fi&ino' you a cojy of tiiis letter, which has nothing to do 
with anything at all fuay, I suddenly thought of a true story that is not 
inappro print and nay nnuoo you* 

When I was a soldier in OSS, in its Presentation •branch, emtio up largely of 
Eollywod and Htuiiaoa Avenuo typos, I was one of the few who'd had even basic 
training. Most, including our first sergeant, hod never stood in any fornatiorw- 
ovor. So, whan wo had to fom up, I was kept in the front rank to toll Mm 
what to sny and the others to do. 

Oss wna embarrassed anti decide l that ovary soldier had to have at least 
basic training. Ono of thoso men was the editor o f Citric when I was itB 1X3 
correspondent. He got axod for publishing my cartel and other exposures. 

Ho was sent to one of OSS's secret iaatnlationa near Quantico and it just 
happened tliat 1 was Bent on assignment to another ono nearby, with a first It. 
as a driver (l was a private) and a civilian photog. That was the real OSS. 

The private was actually tiki boss! 

Knowing this wna about to happen, I went to a fancy branch bakery of the 
day, on Pdnna. Avo., MW, Sou's, ,^avo them a hncksawbiade and asked them to 
bake it in a nice coke. 

-.Very body enjojwd the oonic-strip joke and wo had a nice little party 
with that calc.’. 

I don't expect to wind up in jail and if 1 did I'd not bo able to do much 
with n hacksaw blade, so I'm not asking for 5,t. 



Seat wishes. 


